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' ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.
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Later in The afterncon Bobby went
gulltily into a telegraph office and sent
away a cerefully worded dispatch. The
answer came to him at the club that
evening while he was playing billlards

. with young Bansemer, who even then

was_eager to be off to keep the prom-
:;ed appointment with pretty Miss Ca-

e.

The telegram, which he opened while
Graydon impatiently chalked his cue
and waited for him to play, wuas brief
and convineing. It read:

Watch him, by all means. He is not

safe, My word for it. There is no mis-
take.

e
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brary was Jane’'s “den.”
Her father bhad a better
name for it 'He called
it. her “web,” but only
in secret conference, Graydon Ban-
semer lounged there in blissful con-
templation of a roseate fate, all the

‘| more enjoyable becausé hls very ease

was the counterpoise of doubt and un-
certainty. No word of love had passed
between the mistress of the web and
her loyal victim. But eyes apd blood
had translated the mysterious, volce-
less language of the heart into the sim-
plest of sentences. They loved and
they kuew it

After leavlng\.‘ﬂlgby at the club Gray-
don drove to the north side, thrilled to
the marrow with the prophecies of the
night, His heart was in that little room
off the library—and had been there for
months. It was the abode of his
thoughta. '.l‘he stars out above the cold,
gifttering lake danced merrily for him
as he whirled up the Drive. The white
carpet of February crinkled and creak- |
ed with the chill of the air, but his
heart was hot and safe and sure. He
knew that she knew what he was com-
ing for that night—the first kiss!

Jane’s face was warm; ber eyes had
the tender glow of joy expectant; her
voice was psoft with the promise of
coming surrender. Their hands met
and clasped as she stood to welcome
him in the red, seductive dimness of
the little thronercom. His-tall frame
quivered; his lean, powerful, young
face betrayed the hunger of his heart;
his voice turned husky. It was not as
he had planned. Her beauty—her mere
presence—swept him past the prelimi-
pary fears and doubts. His handclasp
tightened, and hjs face drew resistless-
ly to hers. Then their hands went sud-
denly cold.

“You know, don't you, Jane, darling?”
he murmured.

“Yes,” she answered after a moment
softly, securely. He crushed her in his
strong arms. All the world seemed to
have closed in about her. Her eyes,
suffused with happiness, looked sweet:
ly into his until she closed them with
the coming of the first kiss, *“I love
you—oh, I love you!"” she whispered.

“I worship you, Jane!” he responded.
“I have always worshiped you!”

It was all so natural, so normal. The
love that had been silent from the first
had spoken, that was all-had put into
words its untold story.

“Jane, I am the proudest
the world!” he said, neither

ing in
ew how

long afterward, for nelther thought of

time. They were sitting on the couch
in the cormer, thelr turbulent hearts at
rest. ‘“To think, after all, that such a
beautiful being as you can be mine
forever! It's—why, it's inconceivable!”

“You were sure of me all the time,
Graydon,” she remonstrated. “I tried
to hlq. it, but I couldn’t. You must
have "thought me a perfect fool all
these months."

“You are very much mistaken, if you

please. You did hide it so successfully

at times that I was sick with uncer«
tainty.”

“Well, it’s all over now,” she smiled.
And he sighed with a great relief.

“All over but the—the wedding,” he
sald.

“Oh, that’s a long way off. Let’s not
worry over that, Graydon.”

“A long way off? Nonsense! I won't
wait.”

“Won't?"

“] should have said can't. Let's see
This is February. March, dearest?”

“Graydon, you are so much younger
than I thought. A girl simply cannot
be hurried through a—an engagement.
Next winter.”

“Next what? That's nearly a year,
Jane. It's absurd! I'm ready.”

“] know. It's mighty noble of you
too. But I just can’t, dearest. No one
ever does.”

“Don’'t—don’t you think I'm prepared

| to take care of you?’ he said, straight-

ening up a bit.
She looked at his strong figure and

into his earnest eyes and laughed so
adorably that bis resentment was only
passing.

“I can't give you a home like this,”
he explained. ‘“But you know I'll glve
you the %est I have all my life.”

“You can't help succeeding, Gray-
“Every one
says that of you. I'm not afraid.
not thinking of that. It isn’t the house
I care for. It's the home.
let me choose the day.”

“I suppose it's customary,” he sald
at last. *“June is the month for brides,

let me remind you.”
came this eventng 1 hag
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deeided on Japuary  next, bnt now 1|

| real life, I'm sure. No o
{ otyped proposal any more. The men
always take it for granted and begin

I'm | who now stood across the room with

You must |

, semer felt that the man aged a year in

am willing to"—

“Oh, you decided before 1 came, eh?”
laughingly.

“Certainly,” she said unblushingly.
“Just as you had decided on the early
spring, But listen, dear. [ am willing
to say September of this year.”

“One, two, three—seven months.
They seetn like years, Jane. You won't
say June?”

“Please, please let mé have some of
the perquisijes,” she pleaded. “It
hasn’'t seemed at all like & proposal
I've really been cheated of that, you
must remember, dear., Let me say at
least, as they all do, that I'll give you
an answer in three days.”

“Granted! T'll admit it wasn't the
gort of proposal one reads about in
novels'’—

“But it was precisely they are in
has a stere-

planning thlngs before a girl can say
no L

“Ah, 1 see it has happened to you,”
he said, jéalous at once.

“Well, isn’'t that the way men do
nowadays?’' she demanded.

“A felloy has to feel reasonably
sure, I dare say, before he takes a
chance. No one wants to be refused,
you know,” he admitted. *“Oh, by the
way, 1 brought this—er—this ring up
with me, Jane,”

“You darling!” she cried as the ring
slipped down over her finger. And
then for the next hour they planned,
and the future seemed a thousandfold
brighter than the present, glorious as
it was.

“You ean't help succeeding,” she re-
peated, “the same as your father has.
Isn’t he wonderful? Oh, Graydon, I'm
80 proud of you!’ she cried enthusi-
astically.

41 can never be the man that the
governor 1s,” sald Graydon loyally. “I
couldn’t be as big as father if I lived
to be 126. He's the best ever! He's
done everything for me, Jane,” the son
went on warmly. “Why, he even left
dear old New York and came to Cbi-
cago for my sake, dear. It's the place
for a young man, he says, and he gave
up a great practice so that we might
be here together. Of coursg he could
succeed anywhere. ‘Wasn't it bully of
him to come to Chicago just—just for
me?”

“Yes. Ob, if you'll only he as good
looking as he is when you are fifty-
five!” she said so plaintively that he
laughed aloud. “You'll probably be
very fat and very bald by that time.”

' “And very healthy, if that can make
it seem more horrible to you,” he add-

“I worship you, Janel”

ed. For some time he Bat pondering
while she stared reflectively into the
fire opposite. Then, squaring his shoul-
ders as if preparing for a trying task,
be announced firmly: “I suppose I'd
just'as well see your father tomight,
dearest. He likes me, I'm sure, and I—
I don't think be'll refuse to let me have
you. Do you?”

“My dad's just as fair as yours, Gray,”
she said, with a emile. “He’s upstairs
in his den. I'U go to mother. I know
she’ll be happy—oh, so happy!”

Bansemer found David Cable in his
room upstairs, his smoking and think-
ing room, as he called it

“Come In,” Graydon. Don't stop to
knock. How are you? Cigarette?
Take a cigar, then. Bad night outside,
isn’t it?”

“Is it? I hadvo’t—er—noticed,” said
Graydon, dropping into a chair and
nervously nipping the end from a cigar.
“Have you been downtown?”

“Yes. Just got in a few minutes ago.
The road expects to do a lot of work
west his year, and I’ve been talking
with the ways and means gentlemen—
a polite and parliamentary way to put
it.ll

“I suppose we'll all be congratulating
you afier the annual election, Mr. Ca--
ble?”

“Oh, that's just talk, my boy. Wine-
mann is the logical man for president.
But where is Jane?"

“She’'s—abh—downstairs, I think,” said
the tall young man, pufiing vigorously.
“I ecame up—er—to see you about Jane,
Mr. Cable. I have asked her to be my
wife, sir.”

For a full minute the keen eyes of
the older man, sharpened by strife and
experience, looked straight into the
earnest gray eyes of the young man

his hand on the mantelpiece. Cable’s
cigar was held poised in his fingers,
half way to his lips. Graydon Ban-

that brief moment.
“You know, Grayden, I love Jane

" his son to go to the extreme pointiio

slowly. His volce shook.

“I know, Mr. Cable. She is every-
thing to you. And yet I have come to
ask you to give her to me.”

“It isn’t that 1 have not suspected—
aye, known—what the outcome would
be,” sald the other mechanically, “She
will marry, I know. It is right that
she should. It is right that she should
marry you, my boy. You—you do love
her?” He asked the question almost
fiercely.

‘“With all my soul, Mr., Cable. She
loves me. I don’'t know how to con-
vince you that my whole life will be
given to her happiness. I am sure I
canl.__

“I know. It’s all right, my boy. It—
it costs a good dea! to let her go, but
I'd rather give her to you than to any
man I've ever known. I believe in
you." .

“Thank you, Mr. Cable,” said Gray-
don Bansemer. Two strong hands
clasped each other, and there was no
mistaking the integrity of the grasp.

“But this is a matter in which Jane’s
mother is far more deeply concerned
than I1,” added the older man. “She
likes you, my boy. I know that to be
true, but we must both abide by her
wishes, If she has not retired”—

“Jane is with her, Mr. Cable,
knows by this time.”

“She Is coming.” Mrs, Cable's light
footsteps were heard crossing the hall,
and an Instant later Bansemer was
holding open the den door for her to en-
ter. He had a fleeting glimpse of Jane
as that tall young woman turned down
the stairway.

Frances Cable’s face was white and
drawn, and her eyes were wet.. Her
husband started forward as she extend-
ed her hand to him, He clasped them

in his own and looked down into bher
face with the deepest tenderness and
wistfulness in his own. Her body
swayed suddenly, and his expression
changed to-one of surprise and alarm.

“Don't—don’'t mind, dear,” he said
hoarsely. “It had to come. B8it down,
do. There. Good Lord, Frances, If
you ery now I'I-I'll go all to smash!"
He sat down lbﬂlpdy on the arm of
‘the big leather chair imto which she
had sunk limply. Something seemed
to choke him, and his ﬂngen’ went
nervously to his collar, Before them
stood the straight, strong figure of the
man who was to have Jane forever.

Nelther of them—nor Jane—khew
what Frances Cable had suffered dur-
ing the last hour. She accidentally had
heard the words which passed between |
the lovers in the den downstairs. She
was prepared when Jane came to her
with the news later on, but that prep-

jaration had cost her more than any of
them ever could know.,

Lying back in a chair after she had
almost crept to her room, she stared
white faced and frightened at the cell-
ing untll it became peopled with her
wretched thoughts. All along she haa
seen what was coming. The end was
inevitable. Love as it grew for them
‘had known no regard for her misery.
She could not have prevented Iits
growth; she could not now frustrate its
culmination, and yet as she sat there
and stared Into the past and the future
she knew that it was left for her to
drink of the cup which they were -
ing—the cup of thalr Joy' and of bhet
bitterness.

B‘morerpouuuutthehudot
Graydon Bansemer's father had kept
her purposely blind to the inevitable.
Her woman's intuition long since had
convinced her that Graydon was mot
like his father. Bhe knew him to be
honorable, mnoble, falr and worthy.
Long 4nd often bad she won at
James Bansemer's design {n pefitting

Bhe

relation with Jane. As she sat there
and -nﬂefed it came to her that the
man perhaps had a purpose after all—
an unfathomable, selfish design which
none could forestall. Bhe knew him fot
all that he was. In that knowledge she
fell u slight, imid sense of power. He
stood for honor so far as his wu
coricerned. In fair play she eo i ex
pose him if he sought to expose her. '

But all conjectures, all fears, paled
Into insignificance with the one great
terror—what would James Banseme:
do In the end? What would he do at
the last minute to prevent the mar
riage of his son and this child of un-
known parentage? What was to be his
tribute to the final scene in the drama?

8he knew that he was tightening his
obnoxious colls about her all the time.
Even now she could feel his hand upon
her arm, could hear his sibilant whis-
per, Now she found herself face to
face with the crisis of all these years.
Her only hope lay in the thought that
neither could afford the scandal of ap
open declaration. Bansemer was mer
clless, and he was no fool,

Knowing Graydon to be the son of a
scoundrel, she could under ordinary
circumstances have forbidden her
daughter to marry him. In this in-
stance she could not say him nay. The
venom of James Bansemer in that
event would have no measyre of pity.
In her heart she prayed that death
might come to her ald in the destruc-
tion of James Bansemer.

It was not untll she heard Grayden
coming up the stairs that the solution
flashed into her brain. If Jane became
the wife of this cherished son James
Bansemer's power was gone! His lips
would be sealed forever. She laughed
aloud In the frenzy of hope. She
laughed to think what a fool she would
have been to forbid the marriage. The
marriage? Her salvation! Jane found
her almost hysterical, trembling like
a leaf. She was obliged to confess
that she had heard part of their conver-
sation below in order to account for
her manner, When Jane coufided to
her that she bad promised to marry
Graydon In Septemper—or June—she
urged her to avoid a long engagement.
Bhe could say no more than that.

Now she sat llmp before the two
men, a wan smile strayilng from one
to the other, exhausted by bher sup-
pressed emotions. Suddenly, without a|
word, she held out ber hand te Gray-|
don.
this manly, strong hearted young fel-
low. She kuew, after all, he was wor-
thy of the best woman In the land.

“You know?” cried Graydon, clasp-
ing ber band, his eyes glistening. “Jane
has told you? And you—yeu think me
worthy 7"’

“Yes, Graydon—you are werthy.”
Bhe looked long into his eyes, search-
ing fer a trace of the malevolence ttnt
glowed in those of his father. They
were fair and honest and sweef, and
she smiled to herself. She wondcnd
vmm mother had been lke

(To be Continuedd

myself,” gsald ‘' Cable at last, ariging
L4

In her deepest soul she loved|.
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